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| MATILDA. splendor to the tears of Mati/da ; rush- 
MournFvt as the murmuring of the ||ing from her heart, they fell undistin- 
waving willow, when, ruffled by the ap-|| guished among the gems of the morn- 
proaching storm destined to trouble the |} ing. 
eve of an expiring autumn, it bends its While life animates the form, though 
pensive branches over the dewy grave || sorrow dims the cheek, and sinks the 
of some love-lorn maiden;—alike mourn- || eye, the beams of the East will play 
ful rose the sigh of the sorrow-stricken || upon the heart, chasing, for a moment 
Matilda abandoned by her friends, || at least, the dark anguish of the troubled 
and abandoned by her cruel seducer. || bosom.—A/aiilda raised her eyes, and 
' Forlorn she sat on the mossy stone. || blessed the reviving rays. She wander- 
) 


Spring smiled upon her hopes; Sum- 
mer nursed her doubts; Autumn wit-| 
nessed her anguish; and Winter was 
just advancing to close the eveniful year 
on her despair and death. 

“« Where, where,’ she exclaimed, 
“ where is the perfidious man who has 
robbed my youth of its peace, my mind 
of its innocence, my once fair fame of its 
honour, my tortured brain of its reason? 
—Where is the purjured Edward, who 
this fatal morning tiod this church-yard 
path; In the sacred temple, and still 
more sacred altar, he has insulted his 
God by staining the sanctuary with un- 
hallowed vows ;—vows not his own to 
give ;—torn from my bieeding heart, 
here he. once bade me Jodge them !— 
Ah wretch: he has stolen the deposit, 
and left the poor cabinet vacant and in 
ruin! But the thunders of Heaven will 
not sleep ; injustice will be visited by 
vengeance™ and the death of Matilda 
vy. will not pass unmarked in the dreadful 
per § record of insulted innocence.” 

She spake ;—and beneath the almost 
leafless branches of a withering tree 
‘g, | shrunk from the drenching rain. The 
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ysite 4’ dawn at length arose ; the advancing sun 


ed to a mouldering ruin, which lent its 
gloomy dignity to an embowering grove. 
There resided the Genius of solitude, 
the fair friend of virtue, the gentle re- 
claimer from error, the scourge of vice. 
The high arched windows, ivy fringed 
and time decayed, were partially illu- 
mined, giving a sombdre glory to the 
whole —“ Power supreme,” said the 
wandering /Zatilda, ** let me in this in- 
terval of reason confess the justi@e of 
my punishment: let me bless that good- 
ness which has preserved me—amidst 
ali the cruelties I have experienced from 
an offended father—from impiously ar- 
raiguing thy goodness! The comfort- 
able radience darting from the heavens 
to cheer the inhabitants of the earth, re- 
vive my drooping frame. Thy hope re- 
visists the chambers of my heart, and 
prompts me to seek the mansion of a 
recollected friend, who may not, as a 
parent has done, deny shelter and food 
to a wandering penitent. 

Matilda, not yet seventeen, was the 
only child of a once fond parent. In- 
dulged in every wish, and flattered into 
vanity, her gay heart panted after the 
pleasures of a dissipated world. But 





dispersed the clouds, and gave useless \ 
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who shall swim in the stream of human 
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felicity, and escape the surrounding 
rocks of destruction ? Adutation en- 
ervates virtue. Many were the admi- 
rers of Matitda: she listenedy belicving 
all they said; but £dward alone touch- 
ed her heart.—High birth and princely 
fortune swelled the bosom of his father 

Though enamoured of Matilde’s charms 
the ambition of Edward checked the 
generous impulse of love. He played 
upon a heart already too much in his 
power: he protested his truth, and mad« 

a sacred promise. Could Matilde thik 
evil of the man she adored? Her own 
mind pure and unsullied, could she 
meanly doubt the purity of his? Alas! 
she gave her faith, and became the vic- 
tim af seduction. 

Convinced too late of Edward’s perfi- 
dy, she disclosed to her father the dread- 
ful secret.—He turned with horror trom 
his child; and in proportion to the dce- 
gree with which he before idolized her, 
his resentment was kindled against her. 
Such are the transitions of affection 
founded on caprice rather than on prin- 
ciple. 

The ill-fated Afatilda leaves an im- 
portant memento to injudicious parents: 
—Let no child taste even the innocent 
felicities of dissipation, till redigion has 
fortified the heart, and rendered it in- 
vulnerable to every charm of every un- 
licensed pleasure. 
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LACONICKS, NO. 2. 

Wuat makes a great man? The ap- 
plause of his fellow men—the flattering 
distinctions procured by singularity: 
For he who acts nothing more than 
other people act, obtains né elevation 
of character. A great man performs 
wonders: But if we considered nothing 
however extraordinary, to be entitled to 
the character of greatness, but that 
which is useful to the creation, and to 
the preservation of order, how many 
that have been raised by ambition would 
be consigned to oblivion. It is a pity 
that minds capable of great achieve- 
ments, should neglect the consideration 
of utility, and seek to raise their fame 
by destroying the social harmony of the 
creation. But the fact is their are such: 











and so long as we continue te admire | 








and to celebrate the singular withoys 
reference to the beneficial, so long wal 
contribute to the encouragement of basg 
ambition and tyranny—the unmerite 
exaltation of some—and the improper 
injurious depression of many. 
EQuitTus, 
















THE ORPHAN. 
_ Louisa CaMpBELL was the daughte 
of a private gentleman, who having no 
more than a small annuity for life, hadi 
nothing to leave for the support of hi 
‘amily : and dying soon after the birth 
of his daughter, left his affectionate wife 
plunged in distress. What was to be 
come of the unfortunate mother of Lou: 
isa {deprived cf her husband, and left 
cesutute of every provision for herself 
uid child !~-the shock was too great to 
sustain!—she died, leaving L.ouisall 
friendless, and at the mercy of thefi 
world; but heaven, who never fails to 
watch over the innocent, soon sent her 
a friend. A lady, who lived in the neigh- 
bourhood, hearing of her distress, took 
her and educated her as her own. Louisa, 
arrived at the age of sixteen: she was 
then tall, her complexion fair as alabas-ji 
ter; her hair which was of a light brown,ihi 
hung in ringlets over her shoulders ; her 
cycs shot fire:—in short, it was but to 
behold and love her. 

The lady with whom she lived had a 
son, his name was Frederick Nugent; 
he was an accomplished youth.—Nofhhi: 
wonder then he soon made an impres-ffitt 
sion on the tender heart of Louisa: sheffpla 
soon perceived it and was unhappy; rea- 
son and duty both forbade it. As for 
what passed in the young gentleman’s 
mind, I shall not pretend tesay; but one 
evening, when Louisa was walking 
the garden, in the middle of which thet 
was a fish-pond, she beheld Frederic 
angling ; it was not long before his foot 
slipped, and he fell in. Louisa scream- 
ed, and called for assistance. Theyffi 
came, and took Frederick out, to all ap-Jre. 
pearance dead. Life now forsook the 
iovely frame of Louisa: in a little time 
she came to herseli---but it was to mi- 
sery, not life !---a delirious fever suc- 
ceeded. She now called on Frederick 
repeatedly; but the youth was not per- 





















































































vithoydmmitted to leave his chamber. He fre- 
1g wamuently asked for Louisa, and was told 
ot basgifhat she was well, but that he must not 
1critedee company. At last, however he 
ropermmhought to himself, if Louisa was well 
she Would certainly come to see him; 
nd watching an opportunity when his 
urse Went out, got up, and stole to the 
hamber-door of Louisa; he stopped, 
n hearing his name repeated several 
imes: he now flew into the room, 
yhere he beheld his Louisa held by two 
men, his mother weeping by her 
ide: she started when she saw Frede- 
rick, and desired him to leave the 
oom; but he was inexorable, and 
' Loufyowed never to leave the place until his 
id leftf#eloved Louisa was better. He intreated 
erselifof his mother not to destroy them both. 
eat to—The old lady was greatly softened with 
Oulsaithe intreaties of her son, and promised 
f thefhim when Louisa recovered, she woul: 
ils tofmo longer retard their happiness. By 
t herfRhis time Louisa was fallen into a swee: 
eigh-Bleep: and Frederick left the room 
, took—much more composed! When_ she 
uisaawoke, she seemed much better, and 
e wasithe fever was much abated: in short 
abas-Ishe now mended every day, and Frede- 
rownymick was permitted to see her ;—he told 
; herfher, that his mother had consented to 
ut tofmake them happy. The _ blushing 
oulsa consented, and in a short time 
vad aftheir hands were joined, to the mutual 
ent; satisfaction of all parties. Thus was 
—Nofthis amiable girl, from being left a des- 
pres-Hitute orphan, by the hand of Providence 
- sheflaced in a state the most enviable. 
rea- ree 

s fori A gentleman sceing a lady hold an 
1an’sflact of Assembly before her face to keep 
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-onemthe fire off, said she was like an insol- 
4 t debtor, she was taking the benefit 
het the act, 


ric — 

footf{ A private in a volunteer corps, being 
‘am: #reprimanded for irregudar firing, replied, 
‘hey fit was not’ Ais fault, but the fault of the 
oP rest, who did not fir.. along with him. 
the a 

ime Alphonsus, king of Naples, had in 
mi-@his court a fool, who used to write down 
suc-Bin a book all the follies of the great 
rick—fmen in his time that were at court. 


per- The king having a Moor-in his house- 
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hold, he sent him to Lévant to buy hor- 
ses with ten thousand ducats; this the 
fool marked in his book as a pure piece 
of folly. Some time after, the king 
called for the book, and found at last 
his own name, with the story of the ten 
thousand ducats he king, being 
somewhat moved, asked the reason 
why his name was there? Because, 
says the jester, you have committed a 
piece of folly, to give your money to 
one you are never likely to see again. 
But if he does come again, says the 
king, and brings me the horses, what 
is that folly to me? why if he does 
come again, replies the fool, I'll blot 
out your name, and put in his. 
——= 

An eating-house fell down some time 
igo in London; a gentleman who saw 
the crowd, asked a fellow in the street, 
what was the matter. Nothing replied 
the other, only a cook’s-shof that’s 
disht. 

— 

A Tar passing by one of those corners 
in a city, where idlers assemble for the 
benefit of the sun in cold weather, ob- 
served one basking himself, and called 
out, “ Hoa brother, what latitude are 
you in? I see you are taking the Sun.” 

=—=>== 

A Sailor passing one, in our market, 
on a stormy morning, who held an um- 
brella over his head, with scarcely any 
thing remaining but the sticks, called 
“to him, hard weather, brother ; I see 
you are scudding under bare poles.” 





A court buffoon having offended his 
sovereign, the monarch ordered him to 
be brought before him, and with a 
stern countenance, reproaching him. 
‘© Wretch you shall receive the punish- 
ment you merit; prepare yourself for 
death.”——-The culprit, in great terror, 
fell upon his knees and cried for mercy. 
‘© T will extend no other mercy to you 
(said the prince) except permitting you 
to choose what kind of death yoy will 
die. Decide immediately for I will be 
obeyed.”” “I adore your clemency, 
(said the crafty jester) “Z choose to 
die of old age l’” 
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Cupid once upon a bed 

Of roses laid his weary head ; 

Luckless urchin, not to see 

Within the leaves a slumb’ring bee! 

The bee awak’d—with anger wild 

The bee awak’d, and stung the child. 

Loud and piteous are his cries; 

To Venus quick he runs, he flies! 

** Oh mother !—I am wounded through== 

**] die with pain—in sooth I do! 

** Stung by some little angry thing, 

** Some serpent ona tiny wing— 

** A bee 1t was—for once, I know 

** | heard a rustic call it so.” 

Thus he spoke, and she the while 

Heard him with a soothing smile ; 

Then said, ** My infant, if so much 

** Thou teel the little wild-bees’ touch, 

** How must the heart, Ah Cupid! be, 

** The hapless heart that’s stung by thee !” 
——- 


THE FAMISHED MOTHER. 
Loud, loud blows the wind on the moor, 
And chill is my path thro’ the snow ; 
An outeast unfriended and poor, 
O’er the face of the wide world I go. 
Hush, hush my sweet babe! for thy cry 
is more than my anguish can bear ; 
O God! will thy merciful eye 
Not look on my frantic despair. 
At the door of the rich man I knock’d, 
For plenty was written thereon ; 
But the rich man my poverty mock’d, 
And, tauntingly, bade me begone. 
Cold, cold is thy bosom, O clay ! 
But colder the heard heart of pride; 
No tear for the wretched have they, 
Who sail on prosperity’s tide. 
The passenger witness’d my grief, 
And he told me he pitied my sigh; 
But I spurn’d at his profter’d relief, 
For lewd was the glance of his eye. 
Mv steps by a banquet house pass’d, 
Where guests enter’d joyous and free ; 
TI shrank at the wintry blast, ’ 
But there was no entrance for me. 
Thro’ the night and the storm, and the cold, 
Must I and my little one roam ; 
But ere many moments are told, 
Shall we both reach a last, quiet home. 
Cease baby thy screaming so wild, 
There! creep to this half frozen breast ; 
And now will the mother and child, 
Lie down in the deep snow to rest. 


_— — 


THE PROGRESS OF REPORT. 
Report ts first, a pigmy small, 
That shrewdly cautious, dares but crawl ; 
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She whispers this, hints that, looks shy," 
Sneakes on, and squints, and learns to lie; 
Gains as’she goes, grows bold and strong ; 
Yor creeps, through fear, a pigmy long, 
But soon we see the monster rise, 
Stride round, and swell to giant size ; 
With uplift hand and accent loud 
Fright and amuse th’ astonish’d crowd ; 
Wake all the passions; rouse to strife 
Neighbour with neighbour, man with wife; 
Jar and derange the social spheres, 
And set whole cities by the ears. 
Strange isher form. She runs or flies 
With spreading wings set full of eyes; 0. 
Set full of ears her monstrous head, 
And mouths, and tongues, that talk one dead 
And watches, listens day and night, 
Pleas’d nothing less with wrong than right, @ .L) 
ilears, conjures, vents her motely tales, oun 
Harangues, putts, libels, slanders, rails; ho 
And, where permiited most to dwell, . 
Renders the neighbourhood a hell. ove 
a8 
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THE FOLLOWING IS A MORAL LESSO 
ELEGANTLY EXPRESSED. 


3right rose the morn: a spicy gale oie 
4reath’d o’er the shelter’d Indian vale, ust 
When Isabel, pure Nature’s child, nag 
i.xplor’d the hill and forest wild, arm 
L.oose flow’d her locks and silken vest, had 
As soft the breezes fann’d her breast. he 
On a near hillock’s sun gilt side, 
A snake display’d his scsly pride, me 
kvolv’d from many a graceful fold, tur 
His sides were gay with green and gold: fof 
The miid admir’d the stranger guest, kin 
And fondly plac’d him in her breast. wit 
A while secure, and warmly laid, bin 
He lightly round her bosom play’d: na 
And rais’d his head in sportive guise, shi 
And darted lightnings from his eyes ; of 
Transported she the snake carest, roy 












And strain’d him closer to her breast. 
But soon the luckless maiden found 
The horrors of the poisoned wound, ; 
She felt the chilling cews of death, C2 
the creeping pulse, the strugling breath, Bac 
And dying, mourn’d the hour she prest 

The glittering stranger to her breast. ve 
Ah 
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A No. will be published every Saturday. th 
The price is Twelve and a half Cents pe hi 
month, payable quarterly m advance. ak 
At the close of each year, a title page, inf); 
dex, and list of subscribers will be given, 
Philadelphia—Published by Tuomas 
Connie, jun. No, 22, Carter's alley, opposti 
Mr Girard’s Bank—where Subscriptions @ 
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